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Well, now I am really beginning to feel more
regret for the people who laughed than for my-
self. Of course when they saw me I was not on
my pedestal, I was in the pillory. But it is a
very unimaginative nature that only cares for
people on their pedestals. A pedestal may be a
very unreal thing. A pillory is a terrific reality.
They should have known also how to interpret
sorrow better. I have said that behind sorrow
there is always sorrow. It were wiser still to say
that behind sorrow there is always a soul. And to
mock at a soul in pain is a dreadful thing. In
the strangely simple economy of the world people
only get what they give, and to those who have
not enough imagination to penetrate the mere
outward of things, and feel pity, what pity can
be given save that of scorn ?

I write this account of the mode of my being
transferred here simply that it should be realized
how hard it has been for me to get anything out
of my punishment but bitterness and despair. I
have, however, to do it, and now and then I have
moments of submission and acceptance. All the
spring may be hidden in the single bud, and the
low ground nest of the lark may hold the joy
that is to herald the feet of many rose-red dawns.
So perhaps whatever beauty of life still remains
to me is contained in some moment of surrender,
abasement, and humiliation. I can, at any rate,
merely proceed on the lines of my own develop-